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had seen done in the spiritualistic meetings. All of
these Kellar explained also.

"Then," said Mr. Booth, "Kellar performed some
miracles that surpassed all of those that had gone
before. I asked him how he did them. 'Mr. Booth/
he said, 'I could show you with ease, but these are
professional secrets and my own personal property, the
explanations of which I must divulge to none!' On
reflection, I decided that my former belief in such
matters was harmful to my mind and I gave it up."

I can understand, if I had the will power, giving up
any physical habit which I might feel was doing my
body harm, but to have a mental disease, realize it, and
cure it, is to me almost inconceivable.

Booth was seemingly of a serene nature, but he was
introspective, and underneath that outward calm must
have been a deep passion and sense of his own being.
He told me that he never stepped upon the stage for a
first night that his knees did not knock together horri-
bly, but once before the footlights, he forgot himself
entirely. His sense of humor was deep, and although
he was always the quiet one of the group, he was
probably the most appreciative of a funny story or a
witty remark. Even when he lay in bed with his last
illness his thoughts were upon these things, for he was
much disturbed because he could not remember the
point of a clever story he had heard.

For quite a while he had been failing. His legs had
been giving out, so that he used the little trunk elevator
to go up to his room; then he slowly grew feebler and
feebler. I don't doubt he suffered, but he never let us
know it, and his death was merely a gentle goingtunate occurrence of Lincoln's assassi-
